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Passive/Aggressive in Three/Four Time 


Author's Notes: 

| probably shouldn't have attempted this. l'm not sure I'm using the references to time signatures or 
measures appropriately as | am not a musician. But | thought, hey, what the heck, this is for fun, right? | hope 
it makes sense. Feel free to provide constructive criticism. Its been way too long since I've written anything, 
and I'd like to improve. Thank you. 


Here it is again, this fine line between love and sadism. Why the hell did | ever agree to this reconciliation? 

lm not sure why | do it. | can't help it, | suppose. Somethings are just meant to be.. attempted, | guess... or 
failed.. or what have you. | knew it was going to crash and burn like all the other times before, but as | said, | 
couldn't help myself. | loved these guys. And the money, well, yeah, | needed the money too. 

"What did you say, Jeff, four/four time?" Don spit out a laugh. "Really?" 


From my normal side of the set up, to Don's right, | turned to look at him. My jaw dropped open. 


‘Its always been four/four time’, | wanted to say, but | was careful to choose my words. Don had been pretty 


touchy during rehearsals today, and | didn't want to be the one who set him off. 


I'm thinking, yeah, four/four time, what did he want? Faster? Really? Hell, we were older now. Why would we 
try to do it any faster? We were stupid, but we didn't have a death wish... At least | didn't, anyways. 
Sometimes with Don, or even Mick, | didn't know for sure. | did know for sure that George would have 


something to say about it, so | just kept my mouth shut. 
"Don," he said, dragging out the 0. 


Daawwwn, with a dip in tone at the end of it signaled George's disapproval, you know, like Oh My God. Oh my 
Don He told me he'd be patient with him. That lasted all of like ten minutes. 


"Isn't the demo in four/four time? Didn't you say it was-" He paused for an exaggerated breath- "great?" 
George pushed his hand up through the crown of his black hair, making the side of it fan out like a raven wing. 
His thin eyes squinted so much that they were just straight lines in the middle of his face. "Why are you 
trying to change everything now? | swear to god, sometimes | think you just want to change it because Jeff 


and | came up with it" 


When Don shot George "the look", | began pulling the guitar strap over my head. | was going to rest for a bit. 
Once they started their go-round, it would take a while for them to finish it out. | was just hoping it wouldn't 
come to punches. In either case, without the bass on me, | could move away from the brawl quicker. 


Surprisingly, Don replied, "No, four/four time is fine." He fiddled with the thick, black, leather belt at his 
waistband and shook his head. He kept his gaze to the ground. There was a hint of trepidation in his voice like 
he wasn't sure he wanted to keep pushing it. But of course, he did. "We'll do it in four/four time like you guys 
want. It's always what you guys want anyway, right?" 


Oh boy. 

Mick burst out a hearty chuckle and then did a "Pah poom ching" on his drum kit 

Shit. | was the only one keeping quiet on this. ‘Thanks, Mick’, was all | could think 

To be honest, it wouldn't hurt us to speed it up a notch or two. With the way Mick played, it often ended up 
lke that anyway. | can't tell you how many times I've ended up a signature or two faster mid-song during our 


‘B0's gigs. Not intentional. Just natural. Well, as natural as chemical induced races can be. (Oh, the glory days 


of Krellll) 


| bent down to get the bottle of water perched at the base of my mic stand. Lifting my arm to take a swig 


would break the tension | was holding in my body. What | really needed was a xannax or two. 


Without looking to see, | knew Don was facing me with his back to George. It was his common stance when 


things started brewing between them two. Even though George was ten feet or more away from me, | could 
still hear the heavy breath he slowly exhaled. By now | knew it meant one of two things: he was either going to 
brush this off (least likely) or he was going to explode (most likely). Of course, he might hock up a loogie and 
spit it on him. | did see him do that once. That didn't end up well either. 


"So, what do you want, Don?" Again with the drawn out 0. "Shall we try it four/eight at sixty?" 


My eyes widened. Was he kidding? Double time? Man, | was going to need to train on the elliptical twice as long 
if this was going to become the norm. George was going to push, push, push. 


| kept the bottle of water at my lips, chugging it down with my eyes on the two of them. In my peripheral, | 


was aware of Mick doing the same thing with a can of beer. 


"George." Back and forth with the drawing out of names; Don especially liked to emphasize the J sounds. JE-JE- 
GE-or-GE. "Did you ever bother to think that maybe a three/four time would be better?" 


Holy cow, | thought... maybe? After | played the first couple of bars in my head, slower, | thought, YES. 
George, though... Oh shit, here we go. 


Left hand on his hip, right hand loosely resting on the headstock of his ESP, cigarette pinched between the 
first two fingers, he lowered his head, laughing. It was a soft laugh, almost inaudible really, but it was still 
there, and it was meant to be humiliating. Half cocking his head to show a one raised eyebrow glare to Don, he 
said, "We're going to lower it down because you can't keep up? Or because you can't reach that high? Which 


one is it?" 


Yeah, | remember the night in my basement studio, when | was laying down the vocal track on the demo for 
this. Its what we call in the business, a "Vocal guide", which is designed for the singer to understand the 
intended lyric placement by the song writers. After | finished the final cut, George had made a crack about my 
singing being too high for Don's range. We'd chuckled and said something to the effect, "Let's see if the old 
blow hole can reach this" type of thing. | felt bad now, wishing I'd been more mature about it. If this was the 
mole hill that turned into the mountain that ended this attempt at reconciliation | was going to want to hang 


myself. 
| take that back. When | saw the look on Don's face, right then, | did want to hang myself. 


Don remained silent. His lips pursed and he closed his eyes. Poor guy, he looked so tired. It was then | noticed 
the blue tinge under his eyes. His hair, which George proclaimed was thickened with extensions, still looked dry 
and thin. There was a slight swell above the waistband of his pants where the rest of his body was still thin. | 
knew how he got that way. Too much wine, stress, anxiety. Made me wonder if he was still on the meas. God 


knows he needed them. 


Of course, though, George was right. Don's voice had been suffering. Funny how someone with such a frail 


voice would chose such a demanding genre of music to sing. Don't get me wrong, it was the frail quality that 
held its beauty. It's what made us different. Without Don's operatic voice, we'd lose half our audience. Chicks 
really dug it, and as much as | wanted to believe the girls were there for my sultry looks, | knew they were 
mostly there because Don knew how to work the emotion in with that vulnerable voice of his. | knew some of 
them were there because they wanted to bang George (and I'd seen enough proof of that going on in the back 
of the tour bus to prove it!), but would they have still lined up if we had Lemmy Kilmister on vox? Oh, | think 
not. As much as George and | liked to say we didn't need Don, we did. Our audiences wanted the four of us, 
each and every one of us. Aristotle really knew what he was saying about the whole was greater than the 
sum of its parts stuff. If | could just keep George and Don from fucking it up for all of us! 


So. Then | opened my mouth. "Hey, you know, Don might have a point. | mean, think George. Just one step down? 


Let's try it" 


| ducked my head back into the loop of my guitar strap and turned to Mick | swayed my neck out three times 
as a count for the drums to follow. On the fourth count, | hit the first note simultaneously as Mick began the 
first beat. It was strange at first, and it was hard to get the picture with just Mick and | playing, but 
thankfully, Don picked up an acoustic and began strumming the rhythm. Yeah. | perked up, widening my eyes at 
George. This was pretty good! 


George's gaze never met mine, and he just stood there, arms crossed over his chest. | couldn't tell if he was 
still taking it in, or if he was about to go ape-shit crazy. With all the steroids he was taking lately, no one 
could know for sure. The three of us just kept playing, though, waiting for the atom bomb to spew out its 
mushroom cloud. 


"George, man, c'mon," Mick pleaded, still tapping out the same three/four beat we'd been hacking away at. 


After a few moments, George finally tossed his sour gaze on me and shook his head. Then, he began playing. 


